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Go you and put everything to rights. I shall be prepared this
evening, or tomorrow morning, to pay the money." He then
gave his hand to Melina in confirmation of his promise, and was
very glad to see him hastily proceed along the street; but, alas,
his entrance, which he now thought sure, was "a second time pro-
hibited, and more disagreeably than at first.
A young man, with a bundle on his back, came walking fast
along the street, and advanced to Wilhelm, who at once recog-
nised him for Friedrich. " Here am I again !" cried he, looking
with his large blue eyes joyfully up and down, over all the win-
dows of the house. "Where is Mamsell ? Devil take me, if I
can stroll about the world any longer without seeing her."
The landlord, joining them at this instant, replied that she
was above; Friedrich with a few bounds was up-stairs, and Wil-
helm continued standing as if rooted to the threshold. At the
first instant he was tempted to pluck the younker back, and drag
him down by the hair; then all at once the spasm of a sharp
jealousy stopped the current of his spirits and ideas; and, as he
gradually recovered from this stupefaction, there came over him a
splenetic fit of restlessness, a general discomfort, such as he had
never felt in his life before.
He went up to his room, and found Mignon busy writing.
For some time, the creature had been labouring with great dili-
gence in writing everything she knew by heart, giving always to
her master and Mend the papers to correct. She was indefatig-
able, and of good comprehension; but still her letters were irre-
gular, and her lines crooked. Here too the body seemed to con-
tradict the mind. In his usual moods, Wilhelm took no small
pleasure in the child's attention; but at the present moment he
regarded little what she showed him,—a piece of neglect which
she felt the more acutely, as on this occasion she conceived her
work had been accomplished with peculiar success.
Wilhemi's unrest drove him up and down the passages of the
house, and finally again to the street-door. A rider was just
prancing towards it, a man of good appearance, of middle age,
and a brisk contented look. The landlord ran to meet him,
holding out his hand as to an old acquaintance. "Ay, Herr
Stallmeister," cried he, " have we the pleasure to see you again ?"
"I am just going to bait with }ou," replied the stranger,
"and then along to the Estate, to get matters put in order as
soon as possible. The Count is coming over tomorrow with his

